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Marian Centre Makes 
More Room For Poor 


By Dorothy M. Phillips 


Marian Centre, Edmonton, Alta. — Our address has 
changed to 10528 - 98th Street. Our first location was much 
too small to accommodate the brothers in Christ coming 
to us daily. We were forced to move into larger quarters. 


Once again we are scrub- 
bing, painting, remodelling, 
and making plumbing re- 
pairs. The joy of preparing 
another house of Our Lady 
is enhanced by the season of 
Advent. 

The first time it was pre- 
pared for the Queenship of 
Our Lady. This time it is for 
the birth of Her Son. 

A New Old House 

Our first plan was to build 
an addition, but permision 
from the city was not forth- 
coming. The authorities had 
already included our old 
house in their future town 
planning. An exchange of 
property was made available. 

The “new” old house, al- 
though it is larger in square 
area, has but two floors, 
whereas our first old one has 
three, so that in effect there 
is very little space gained. 
We were able, however, to 
purchase the house next door 
which, though it is very old 
and has an inadequate heat- 
ing system, we will be able to 
use partially for living quar- 
ters, storage, etc. 

Who knows? We might 
even be able to have a small 
nook set aside for a sitting 
room, with one or two easy 
chairs! That though, is of 
little real importance, the 
main point being that we 
will now have room where 
Christ in His poor can be 


sheltered from the biting| 


winds and driving snow dur- 
ing the below-zero periods of 
the coming winter. 

Our new dining room will 
allow ten more men in ata 
time. As I write this, there 
are many men huddled on 
our front porch, waiting a 
chance to get in. 

During the summer 
months, God in His great 
bounty provided food for 
over twelve thousand men. 
That He will provide for the 
forty thousand expected this 
winter we are certain. It is 
almost as though He were 
saying: “Give Me a_ place 
where I may be born again 
in the hearts of men. Make 
My swaddling clothes the 
underwear, the sweaters, and 
the heavy overcoats you give 
My poor ones. My mother 
and My foster-father were 
moving from place to place 
during the first Advent. They 
could find nothing but in- 
adequate quarters. You of 
Marian Centre, do ye like- 
wise. As My parents prepared 
the stable two thousand 
years ago, so, do you prepare 
for Me the vermin-ridden 
quarters of 98th Street!” 

Let Christ Grow 


What a joyous and _ tre- 
mendous privilege is ours! 





Please say a prayer of 
thanksgiving for us. Join us 
if you will in preparing room 
for Christ this Christmas. 
Anything will help—prayers 
for His beloved poor who 
roam the streets, of necessity 
dropping into stores and rail- 
road stations to get warm 
until they are told to move 
on — food so the cold will 
not seep into the very mar- 
row of their bones—clothing 
to warm them still more — 
and money to help us buy 
and operate the house for 
them this winter and to build 
a House of Nazareth for them 
next spring. Like the humble 
abode at Nazareth it will not 
be pretentious, yet it will 
have the space to allow 
Christ to grow in it. 

We will not be closed on 
Christmas Day. We are ask- 
ing the good people of Ed- 
monton to give us roasted 
turkeys and all the trim- 
mings — dressing, cranberry 
sauce, fruit cakes, candy, 
plum puddings, and maybe 
even cigarettes, for the men. 
Our Christmas will be spent 
in the joy of serving Christ. 

Winter came early to Ed- 
monton this year, with eight 
inches of snowfall the second 
week in October. Breakfast 
that first morning seemed 
unusually quiet, for the snow 
had blanketed the sound of 
the traffic going by. There 
stood a man in a light suit, 
but there was a warmth in 
his smile as he said, “Could 
I have a shovel and an old 
broom please?”’ 

A Path—ologist? 

He explained: “Your paths 
are going to need cleaning 
before the men start coming 
in.” 

He had not had anything 
to eat, nor would he have a 
cup of coffee before the Blue 
Door was opened for the 
other men. Our porch and 
paths were all nicely swept 
before that time, therefore 
very little snow was brought 
into the house. 


It has snowed many times 
since, and we have come to 
expect that knock on the 
back door whenever it does. 

Then there is Blackie, who 
has been gven that name be- 
cause of his fair complexion 
and prematurely white hair. 
Blackie’s daily routine is as 
follows: first he goes to the 
employment office, then he 
comes to Marian Centre to 
see if we have had any calls 
for work. Breakfast is the 
next step, and then he offers 
to work for us. If he gets 
work at the employment 
office we don’t see him at all 
that day. If not, we some- 

(Continued on Page Three) 
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Laughter - the 4th Vow 


(FOR THE STAFF WORKERS 
AT MADONNA HOUSE) 


By Dot Hoogterp 


Out of your love you fashion 
something new 


--One other incarnation of 
the Word-- 

And how our jaded hearts 
rejoice in you 

Who make a joyful noise 
unto the Lord! 

The shepherd-psalmist sing- 
ing to his sheep, 

Playing sweet music for a 
soul-sick king, 

Dancing for joy before God’s 
altar steep:- 

Surely ’tis David’s grace to 
us you bring. 

In age-old vows your chaliced 
lives you lift 

To be a lighthouse on our 
troubled sea; 

But with your Joy you give 
another gift 

To woo our souls to Him 
more certainly. 

O never, as you run His 
stony ways, 

Let man or devil dim your 
merriment; 

You cannot know how much 
there is of grace 

In courtesy and laughter 
and content! 

O laughing darlings, work 
and sing and play 

And pray we follow you to 
Paradise y 

Where we may altogether 
share His joy 

And find your laughter 
mirrored in His eyes! ! 





The “B” Flies To Yukon 
And Finds Pure Honey 


By Mamie Legris 


Whitehorse, Yukon — Yes, eighteen months later it 
happened! We knew it wouldn’t take place the first month 
or the second or even the third. We knew that a year was 
too soon, too, for when you have a thousand responsibilities 
and are poor you can’t suddenly go on an eight thousand 


mile trip. 

But we could dream, could- 
n’t we? 

And then on a September 
evening in 1955 — The Feast 
of the Canadian Martyrs to 
be quite exact — I answered 
the phone. The operator said, 
“Edmonton calling.” 

I thought of Dot at Marian 
Centre. In another minute I 
heard a familiar voice say- 
ing, “I wish to speak to 
Mamie _  Legris White- 
horse.” 

Two Weeks To Wait 

There was no mistaking 
that voice. It was the B’s! 
Her first words to me were, 
“How are you, Darling?” She 
asked about Kay and Louie 
and everything. And then 
she said she hoped to reach 
Whitehorse on October 8th! 
That was two weeks away 
but since we had waited so 
long, I knew we could sur- 
vive another half month. 

We made the best use of 
the two weeks — putting a 
Sunday shine on our house 
and getting our work so up- 
to-date that we could spend 
every available minute with 
B. Then finally the long- 
looked - forward - to - October 
evening came. 

At ten-thirty, Fr. Triggs 
and we left for the airport. 
The plane was ahead of 
schedule, so she was waiting 
for us. In very few minutes 
we were back at Maryhouse 
and B was being taken on a 
conducted tour of Our Lady’s 
home in the Yukon. 

She liked our place and 
told us so. Then followed tea, 
cookies and lots of talk. We 
were so hungry for news of 
everyone! Father promised 
to say a late Mass in our 
Chapel the next morning, 
gave us his blessing, and 
departed. But the four of us 
talked on and on ’til B final- 
ly said, “It’s time for bed, 
children.” It was only then 
that we realized that it was 
the early hours of Saturday 
morning. 

She Comes And She Goes 

The succeeding days were 
busy ones. I hated to see 
them come and go, because 
each day brought us closer 
to B’s departure. But we had 
lectures. B answered many 
questions that puzzled us. 
And we discussed our prob- 
lems with her. She was the 
same understanding mother 
we had known in Comber- 
mere. And we felt as though 
she had always lived at 
Maryhouse! 

Of course we had told all 
our friends about her visit 
and everyone wanted to meet 


at 





her. So there were lectures— 


three in number. There were 
teas—three of them. There 
were dinners—and again the 
number was three. On each 
occasion there were different 
people, so a goodly number 
had an opportunity to meet 
her. We were proud staff 
workers as we accompanied 
our “Big Mama” as we lov- 
ingly called her, to the vari- 
ous places — and yet I re- 
proached myself for this 
well-filled agenda when I saw 
how exhausted she was. 
Twenty-five Years! 

B was with us for the 
Silver Jubilee of Friendship 
House on October 15. Father 
Triggs offered a high Mass 
of Thanksgiving in our 
Chapel on that morning. At 
the conclusion of Mass, 
Father congratulated the 
Jubilarian. The complete 
text of his address will be 
found in a separate column 
in Restoration. Later, while 
the choir sang the Te Deum, 
Father gave an_ individual 
blessing to everyone present. 

Breakfast followed and a 
few hours later — the dinner. 
Our dinner guests were Fr. 
Monnet, the chancellor, Fr. 
Lynch, the rector, and Fr. 
Triggs, our chaplain. It was 








a pleasant meal, which was 
climaxed by the presentation 
of a three-storey anniversary 
cake to the B. 

Kay had ingeniously dec- 
orated it. A statue of Our 
Lady crowned the top layer. 
She was looking down on a 
large “Bee’’ made of vitamin 
pills, wool, gum drops, cake 
coloring, and dear knows 
what else. The big ‘“‘Bee” was 
surrounded by little bees 
that represented the staff 
workers of Friendship House. 

On the side of the top 
layer, in silver beads, was 
“1930-1955.” On the side of 
the second storey, in the 
same style, was “Pax- 
Caritas”; and on the third, 
“Domus Dominae.” 

Almost A Tragedy 

But let me go back a bit. 
I just have to tell you about 
the tragedy that could have 
marred our anniversary din- 
ner. 

When Kay had finished 
decorating the cake on the 
previous night, she tucked it 
away in a cupboard in the 
men’s hostel. The ham we 
were having for dinner was 
put in the basement. Imag- 
ine my thoughts when Louie 
informed me on the Jubilee 
morning that a thief had 
pried the door off our wood 
chute and entered the base- 
ment during the night! 

I thought of the cake. If 
the man in the hostel were 
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WHERE LOVE IS — GOD IS 


Small was the Cave... small and graceful the 
young Mother . . . small, against cave, people, and 
animals, was the Baby! 


YET IMMENITY ... ETERNITY ... AND ALL 
POWER AND GLORY . . . WERE CONTAINED IN 


HIS SMALLNESS ... 


Hidden was the cave. Just a stable that hund- 
reds passed on that Holy Night, without even a glance. 
Hidden was Mary’s holy secret for nine long months. 
Hidden was the birth of the Child . . . from all eyes 
but Mary’s and Joseph’s. 


CHRITMAS IS THE FEAST OF LITTLENESS 
_.. OF HIDDENNESS ...IT IS THE FEAST OF 
HUMILITY, WHICH IS THE BACKDROP FOR THE 
IMMENSE ALL-CONSUMING FLAME OF CHARITY 
...OF LOVE. 


CHARITY! HUMILITY! How our times hunger 
for them! And how little they know what they hunger 
for! Who, these days, realizes that the peace and 
happiness he so vainly seeks lies in those two short 
words... CHARITY . .. HUMILITY? 


The sin of the twentieth century is, in truth, 
against the First Commandment. We have deserted 
the True God, and made unto ourselves a thousand 
idols, and then merged them all in one, that is covered 
and represented by a one-letter word... “I.” 


We are worshippers of SELF .. . and all our 
world of gadgets and comforts, of achievements, goals, 
and ambitions is centred around about that idol. 


Self-centeredness, like a poison, creeps into our 
waking and sleeping hours . . . bringing fears and 
bitterness into our days .. . and thousand fears into 
our dreams. 


Self-centeredness — that becomes pride — sets 
us in a rat-race with the Jones. Through it, the whole 
world is puffed up, yet insecure. Needing more and 
more food for our insatiable SELF, we get lost in woods 
conjured up by our imagination. 

Our very insecurity demands that we possess 
more... that we have more... ever bigger and better 
bank accounts... ever bigger and better and faster 
cars... more leisure time .. . and a growing boredom 
with it! 

Frightened and insecure, we retreat into un- 
reality. We are shepherded by the very monster we 
enthroned as God and King of our lives! 


Lost souls. Lost generations. Lost nations. A 
lost world. All are imprisoned in the “I” of self worship. 


Yet there, right before us, stands, against the 
mist of centuries, the first CHRISTMAS! 


SMALL WAS THE CAVE...SMALL AND 
GRACEFUL THE YOUNG MOTHER. SMALL A- 
GAINST CAVE, PEOPLE, AND ANIMALS, WAS THE 
BABY... YET IMMENSITY ... ETERNITY... AND 
ALL POWER AND GLORY... WERE CONTAINED 
IN HIS SMALLNESS! 

Let this Christmas be for us a turning point. 
Let us kill “self.” Let us become small enough to kneel 
at the crib, and big enough just to reach the level 
of the Baby’s eyes. Let us then look into them... and 
catch sight of the face of LOVE INCARNATE. Then 
we shall be made whole again . . . and our hunger 
will be filled. 

“FOR UNLESS YOU BECOME AS A LITTLE 
CHILD ... YOU SHALL NOT ENTER THE KING- 
DOM OF HEAVEN.” 





| FIVE 


A friend wrote me_ the 
other day from California, 
wishing me a long, happy, 
and useful life. Well, up to 
now it has been long, and 
quite happy, but not so use- 
ful as it might have been. 

So it would be no great 
tragedy if it ended tomorrow 
or the next day — or even 
as I write this piece. 

Oh My Incision! 

This is Nov. 15th, the feast 
day of one of my Dominican 
heroes, St. Albert the Great, 
and before the week has 
ended I will have been cut 
open again by the surgeon; 
and his sharp instruments 
will have removed the stones 
amassed in my right kidney 
—with the same remorseless- 
nes shown by income tax 
collectors looking for hidden 
assets. 

It should be an easy oper- 
ation. I should _ recover 
quickly. I should prolong my 
years, and thereby have a 
chance to make myself really 
useful. Yet you never can 
tell the outcome of a major 
operation. 

Anything can happen. A 
nurse could park her cigar- 
ette in the open wound, using 
it for an ash tray. A special- 
ist could drop his watch, or 
his eye glasses, or his foun- 
tain pen,’or his bow tie, into 
the gaping orifice. The doctor 
with the gas could make a 
mistake. The surgeon’s knife 
could slip. An _ intruding 
mouse could mistake the 
opening for a nest in which 
to bring forth her young. 
(This, however, is improb- 
able, since mice, even equip- 
ped with the proper sterile 
masks such as are worn by 
the doctors and nurses, are 
seldom admitted to operat- 
ing rooms.) 

Don’t Get Scared! 

The operation is set for 
Nov. 21, the feast of the Pre- 
sentation of Our Lady in the 
Temple. A wonderful day for 
a slave of Mary to be pre- 
sented to the surgeons in the 
temple of healing! I should 
be back in Madonna House, 
being pampered, by the time 
this piece appears in print. 
But, without being mobid, or 
sentimental, or in anyway 
excited or alarmed, one 
should be prepared for a dif- 
ferent ending to the story. 

You may have read that 
I had my left kidney mani- 
cured last October. That’s 
true. The grand opening was 
held on the feast of St. 
Therese, the Little Flower, 
one of my favorite saints. On 
the eve of that feast she 
made her presence felt 
through the visit of Mrs. Joe 
Omanique and her daugh- 
ters, who brought me red 
and white roses from their 
garden. Roses in October! 

I didn’t pick the date. It 
was given me. I didn’t pick 
the date of Our Lady’s Pre- 
sentation either. That was 
bestowed upon me by Mary 
herself, if you ask me, Mary 
the queen of heaven and 
earth and all the universe! 
So whatever happens must 
have her approval and her 
benediction. 

For The Wife And— 


The left kidney is all right 
now. But the right one, ac- 
cording to the X-rays, is all 
wrong. The doctors are de- 
termined not to leave a stone 
unturned in it until it is as 
right as the left. 

What a lot of things a man 
will suffer for the wife and 
kidneys! 

I am quite sanguine over 
the outcome of this particu- 
lar bit of clinical knifing. I 




















am not brooding at all. I am 


ACRE MEDITATIONS 


by Eddie Doherty 





almost certain it will add 
years to my life, not take 
them away. But, I know, 
there is a chance things may 
go wrong, and I may be 
waked instead of wakened. 
So I thought I’d take this 
opportunity to say a few 
words to all who love me — 
and there ARE some — to 
assure them of my love for 
them. 

I must die sometime. That 
is certain. I should like to 
serve the Lord and His most 
lovely mother a few years 
longer. They have done so 
much for me. I have done so 
little, so very little, for them. 
They have shown such tre- 
mendous love for me. And I 
have given them So little in 
return. I should like to grow 
in love of them. I should like 
to make the whole world love 
them. 

Mary’s Troubadour? 

I should like to spend 
many years spreading the 
love of them throughout all 
the nations of the earth. I 
should like especially to be- 
come Our Lady’s troubadour 
— to sing of her with such 
words that all men and 
women alive would sing the 
chorus fervently. 

If I could bring Earth to 
love Mary, then Earth would 
love her Son — and there 
would be no armaments, no 
hates, no fears, no poverty, 
no prejudice, not even a 
worry of any kind. I should 
have to be inspired to become 
such a troubadour. But I 
wouldn’t at all mind being 
so inspired. 

I must die sometime, but 
I am in no haste for the 
moment. I can wait — like 
the Irishman who chose to 
be hanged on a hazel bush. 
He was willing to live, he said, 
until it grew high enough 
for the purposes of the hang- 
man. I do not regard death 
as a horror, since it will in- 
troduce me to Our Lady and 
her Son — and to all those 
wonderful people who loved 
them on earth. And, since 
my conscience is clear, I have 
no fear of death. “ ’Tis con- 
science doth make cowards 
of us all,” the great poet said. 
One with an untroubled con- 
science cannot be a coward. 
(I owe that grace also to 
Mary and her Son—that my 
conscience is untroubled.) 

This Is The Life! 

There is a great peace in 
the Lay Apostolate, especial- 
ly in this apostolate of Ma- 
donna House. There is a 
great joy in it. There is 
something so tremendous 
and heartening and thrilling 
in the life that one is armor- 
ed against all the ills of man- 
kind — even the ache of 
parting from those most lov- 
ed. One living this life can- 
not help but have a clean 
conscience. 

If I do not come back to 
Madonna House, don’t feel 
sad. Rejoice with me. If I do 
come back, as I_ sincerely 
believe I will, don’t feel sad 
either. True, I shall have 
missed a chance of seeing 
Heaven at an early age — 
(I am 65 now, just roundin 
into the prime of life) — but 
I shall have been granted 
the time I need to become 
Our Lady’s troubadour! (The 
time if not the grace.) 

And heaven always awaits 
us. 
I have lived a full life, I 
have glutted myself with 
romance and adventure. I 
have seldom known a mom- 
ent of pure boredom. I have 
known love. I have known 
peace. No one should be sorry 
for me — unless I die with a 
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|| Jubilee Address by 


Fr. Francis Triggs 





Holy Mother, the Church 
does not permit individual 
priests to canonize either the 
living or the deceased saints 
of the Church. But, in all 
humility she does allow us 
to congratulate, to thank, 
and to give credit to those 
to whom credit is due. So, 
Catherine DeHueck Doherty, 
please accept my _ personal 
congratulations, the con- 
gratulations of our dear 
Bishop Coudert, of all the 
Oblate Missionaries of the 
North, of your Whitehorse 
children, the Staff Workers 
of Maryhouse, and of your 
many friends and benefact- 
ors of the Yukon. 

We have just completed 
offering a Mass of Thanks- 
giving for the many graces 
and favors God has bestowed 
upon you and yours for the 
last 25 years. Jesus Christ, 
the Priest and the Victim of 
that sacrifice, is still in our 
hearts. So we are actually 
united with Christ in a most 
intimate union, a union of 
His own sacrificial body and 
blood. So first we must say 
in our hearts, “Deo Gratias.” 
Thanks be to God for. you. 

“Deo Gratias.” Thanks: be 
to God for the knowledge 
and zeal that He has given 
you personally. Thanks be 
to God for the Friendship 
Houses that you have estab- 
lished in Canada and the 
United States. Thanks be to 
God for the hundreds of 
young men and women that 
have accepted God’s Call 
through you to work in the 
lay apostolate. 

The litany of graces and 
blessings could go on with- 
out end, and after each one 
we would have to say, in- 
stead of Ora pro Nobis (Pray 
for us), Deo Gratias (Thanks 
be to God). 

As the years of hardship 
and disappointment have 
rolled on, the sound of labor 
and the echoes of success 
have gradually changed. At 
first it was the dull crumbl- 
ing of paper — efforts that 
could be easily torn, blotted, 
or burned. But you struggled 
on ’til we could hear tiny 
metallic sounds. The sound 
of hard work and sacrifices 
carried further and lasted a 
little longer, but seemed to 
rust and be crumpled by the 
enemies of worldliness and 
ignorance. 

Then the pattern changed, 
the sound of effort sounded 
better, lasted longer. It could 
have been called the iron age 
of your work in the Aposto- 
late. But today we call it 
Silver, after 25 years of pray- 
er, sacrifice and lecturing, 
when more and more young 
men and women are dedicat- 
ing themselves, new centers 
are being opened. 

Yes; not only have you, 
Catherine Doherty, accom- 


S\plished 25 beautiful silver 


years in the vineyard of the 
Lord, but you have also 
formed an organization of 
young men and women who 
show the richness and beau- 
ty of true silver. So today, 
Catherine, we all join you 
in thanking God for 25 years 
of rich Apostolate. And we 
beg God, on bended knees, 
to give you many more years 
of active, zealous, prayerful 





life. 
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The 
Substitute Hen 


By Mary Carol Town 











On a December afternoon 
last year, in the biology lab 
of Le Moyne College, Syra- 
cuse, New York, the fresh- 
man pre-med students were 
peering through microscopes 
examining the _ intricate 
parts of plants. Father Flood, 
the teacher, strolled among 
the long lab tables, envelop- 
ed in a cloud of pipe smoke. 
He stopped to open the door 
of a strange little machine 
that hummed and looked like 
an oven. I saw him take a 
few eggs out of the box-like 
machine and rotate them. 

He informed us that the 
machine was an incubator 
where he let eggs develop for 
study by the embryology 
students. He put the eggs 
down and went to get a 
candling machine, a_ very 
bright light surrounded by a 
black cylinder. 

By this time a small crowd 
had gathered. Father set one 
of the eggs in place over the 
light bulb that shone _ so 
brilliantly as to make the 
shell almost transparent. We 
could see the blood vessels of 
the developing chick and one 
eye. At that point we were 
completely fascinated, so 
Father broke one of the eggs 
and let the embryo slip into 
a solution of salt and water. 

Down The Hatch! 

The tiny chick was only 
about half an inch long, but 
we could distinguish its 
head, eyes, wings, heart, feet, 
and blood vessels. Its heart 
continued to beat for a few 
minutes in the _ solution. 
Father said that the eggs 
would hatch during the 
Christmas holidays, and 
since nobody would be there 
to take care of the chicks, 
he would have to throw the 
eggs away. Suddenly I hatch- 
ed an idea. Why couldn’t I 
take some home with me and 
try to hatch them? 

On the evening of the last 
day of school, after the 
Christmas party, Father 
packed six eggs well in a box 
full of warm newspaper 
shreds. I wrapped a blanket 
around the box and made a 
dash through the cold bliz- 
zardy night for the car. We 
turned the car heater on full 





blast and rode 50 miles to 
Utica, holding the box. When 
the eggs were safely in the 
house, I discovered that they 
were just as warm as they 
had been when Father took 
them out of the incubator. 

Then we were faced with 
a problem—what to do for 
a hen? We didn’t know one 
whose services were avail- 
able, so we devised a sub- 
stitute — a small electric 
heating pad with the tem- 
perature control set at “low.” 
After the eggs were almost 
cooked with too much heat, 
we discovered that the pad 
had to be balanced about an 
inch away from the eggs. 
With the exception of a few 
drastic temperature changes, 
due to misplacement of the 
“substitute hen,” everything 
went along smoothly and 
peacefully until Chirstmas 
Eve. 

The Old Scratch! 

“Twas the night before 
Christmas and all through 
the house, not a creature was 
stirring . . .”—wait—what’s 
that scratching noise? I 
picked up one of the eggs 
and discovered that a crea- 
ture WAS stirring — a baby 
chick still inside the egg! 
When I held the warm egg 
next to my ear, I heard: 
“£eep ... Peep. ... Peep. .,” 
and then a violent scratch- 
ing sound. 

I was both astounded and 
thrilled. Just before we left 
for Midnight Mass at Old 
Saint John’s, the chick peck- 
ed a tiny air hole in the shell. 
When I peeked through the 
hole I could see part of a 








little beak and a few wet: 
i We hated to see her leave, on 


yellow hairs. Nothing else 
happened until late Christ- 
mas morning. 

My little Christmas pres- 
ent became fired with a new 
determination to see the out- 
side world, and with gusto he 


‘began to enlarge the hole. 


Like a woodpecker ,he hack- 
ed away at the shell with 
energy that sent little pieces 
of the shell flying. The hole 
became a jagged crack that 
spread itself around the en- 
tire circumference of the 
egg. Just about noon the 
chick decided it was time to 
make his entrance into the 
vast, wonderful world. He 
stretched, gave a mighty 
heave that separated the two 
parts of the shell — and I 
was the proud mother of. a 
baby chick! 

Wet and 0>pathetic, he 
struggled to his feet, but fell. 
Finally, exhausted from the 
effort it cost him to hatch, 
he rested. Within about two 
hours, he looked like a typ- 
ical baby chick — a soft, 
fuzzy, yellow ball. When he 
was three hours old he could 
walk. I named him Bobby. 
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“B” FLIES TO YUKON 





(Continued from Page One) 
the culprit, he might have 
stolen the cake too. I looked. 
It was there, Deo Gratias. I 
didn’t really expect to find 
the ham because surely a 
thief wouldn’t pass up such 
a tempting dish. But there 
it was safe and sound! How 
could you be angry with such 
a reasonable thief? We 
thank God he hadn’t inter- 
fered with our dinner menu 
and forgave him for what he 


had removed. 
On With The Feast! 


Now back to the Jubilee. 
In the afternoon the ladies 
of the Army, Air Force, and 
Sacred Heart Parish sub- 
division of the C.W.L., took 
complete charge of a tea and 
reception in honor of the 
Jubilarian in our library. For 
two hours, hundreds of well- 
wishers and admirers came 
to greet the B. At five o’clock 
the curtain which separates 
the sanctuary from _ the 
library was drawn and our 
reception room suddenly be- 
came a church. 

Fr. Triggs gave us Bene- 
diction of the Blessed Sacra- 
ment. Then our guests de- 
parted. We were alone again 
but the memory of the kind- 
ness and generosity of 
friends in Whitehorse on this 
happy occasion is a treasure 
the pioneers of Maryhouse 
will never forget. 

As the Silver Jubilee drew 
to a close, so did B’s visit. 


October 17. But we had been 
blessed beyond all expecta- 
tions and couldn’t possibly 
complain. Yet it was with a 
heavy heart and moist eyes 
that we said the prayers for 
the traveller and bade her 
adieu! 


o 
.0 


FIVE ACRE MEDITATIONS 








(Continued from Page Two) 
conscience not so serene and 
unafraid as it is now. 

“T have loved, O Lord, the 
beauty of Thy house, and the 
place where Thy glory dwel- 
lest.”’ I have loved Thy crea- 
tures too, even the least of 
them — except the mosqui- 
toes and the flies. I have 
loved Thy virgin mother and 
all Thy saints. And, because 
love answers love, I can re- 
joice in either life or death. 

I shall be home, and get- 
ting well, when you have 
read this far. Or I shall be 
dead, or dying. Whatever my 
fate, my friends, it is of God 
—and therefore it is good. 








The B’s Corner 








This month RESTORA- 
TION is eight years old. Time 
for it to grow up. So, dear 
friends, the next issue, Jan- 
uary, 1956, will come to you 
in a much larger size. We 
hope it will meet and make 
many new friends, for at 
long last we will be able to 
bring to you contributed ar- 
ticles by other writers beside 
myself and Eddie. We hope 
you will like the change. 

Many of our friends have 
been asking us for a long 
time about that, gently im- 
plying that after all, much 
as they like us Dohertys, a 
change could do no harm. 
Heartily we have been agree- 
ing with them all the time. 
But in the Apostolate things 
go slower than in the world 
of business. Let us review a 
little the short life and 
history of RESTORATION. 

Paper A Tradition 

A few months after we 
came to Combermere, Grace 
Flewelling, lovingly called 
Flewy, who started with me 
twenty-five years ago in Tor- 
onto, and who now rests in 
the little cemetery of Com- 
bermere, and Eddie and I, 
decided to start a paper. It 
was the tradition of the 
Apostolate, in addition to its 
other works, to publish a 
paper dealing with the es- 
sence of whatever special 
apostolate we were man- 
dated to do by the Ordinary 
of a given Diocese. 

Early in our first Canadian 
foundation, in Toronto, we 
[published the “Social For- 
um,” which dealt with the 
apostolate of social justice. 

In the States we first pub- 
lished FRIENDSHIP HOUSE 
NEWS, which dealt with the 
question of interracial justice 
for the Negroes in that vast 
country. This little paper did 
not like its name, so it was 
eventually changed to CA- 
THOLIC INTERRACIALIST. 
That did not satisfy it, so 
now it is COMMUNITY. But 
then, what is in a name? It 
is still the Friendship House 
U.S.A. paper. 

Rest And Pray 

But back to the birth of 
RESTORATION. When the 
first settling-down process 
was finished we began think- 
ing of a name for our in- 
tended publication. It was to 
deal with the wide scope of 
Social Principles and the 
Restoration of the World to 
Christ. Day after day passed, 
and we had no name. Tired 
and worn out from hoeing in 
our first garden, I casually 
mentioned to someone that 
this business of ORA ET 
LABORA (work and prayer) 
is, at times, hard to encom- 
pass. What I needed, I said, 
was a little rest. Then and 
there the light dawned ... 
Rest-ORA-tion ... THE 
NAME OF THE PAPER. IT 
FITTED EXACTLY what we 
wanted to express through 
it. Eureka and alleluia!! A 
month later, December 1947, 
the first issue of RestORA- 
tion was born, with the ap- 
proval of our Ordinary, who 
graciously appointed a cleri- 
cal censor to watch over its 
faith and morals. 

For eight years the growth 
of the Apostolate itself kept 
us busy. Eddie and I usually 
“wrote the paper.” But then 
how else could it be? Between 
nursing, giving out clothing, 
cooking, training a _ slowly- 
growing staff, organizing a 
Catholic Lending Library, 
setting up office files and 
work, beginning a social ser- 
vice department, starting a 
Summer School of Catholic 
Action, where were we to get 














time to solicit articles, write 
umpteen letters, and get the 
staff needed for the many 
aspects of publishing, such 
as keeping subscription files 
up-to-date? 

Mailing Bees 


Into this service were press- 
ed visitors and volunteers; 
“Bees” were a common sight 
when the paper was ready 
for mailing. Then came the 
gift of an addressograph 
machine. No more time spent 
on handwriting addresses! 
Then Our Lady sent an ex- 
traordinary increase of staff. 
The other departments got 
organized on a more efficient 
basis. It was time to turn 
our eyes on our LITTLE 
PAPER, which had grown 
like Topsy. The format had 
to be changed to give us 
space to “grow.” After many 
discussions with the printer, 


we decided that JANUARY 
1956, would be the month 
and the year of change. 

We fervently hope you will 
like the new size, and the 
content. BUT now comes the 
question of price! 

IT MOST ASSUREDLY 
COSTS MORE TO PUBLISH 
A BIGGER PAPER. The 
answer lies of course, in 
INCREASED CIRCULA- 
TION. The only way we can 
increase it is through you, 
our good readers and friends. 
Will you help us grow? 
GIVE A RESTORATION 
SUBSCRIPTION AS A 
CHRISTMAS GIFT ...ASA 
BIRTHDAY ONE ... OR 
JUST A GIFT ...GET YOUR 
FRIENDS TO SUBSCRIBE. 
February will be Catholic 
Press month. The month of 
spreading God’s Word in 
print. Why not make it your 
pre-Lenten project? Should 
you wish extra copies to dis- 
tribute, please write and ask. 

If you have a list of friends 
you want us to send the 
paper to — give us that list. 

HELP US TO RESTORE 
THE WORLD TO CHRIST— 
GET US SUBSCRIPTIONS 
TO RESTORATION. THANK 
YOU. 


Nie 
woe 


MARIAN CENTRE 





(Continued from Page One) 
times have jobs we can send 
him out on. 

But always when he has 
nothing to do he asks to 
work for us. So far he has 
dug our potatoes and turn- 
ips and other vegetables. To- 
day he is in our root cellar 
taking the outside leaves off 
some two hundred odd cab- 
bages. Only on very rare 
occasions will he accept any 
money for his work, and 
then only when he has not 
earned enough to rent a bed 
that night. 

These, and many others 
whose inner beauty would 
fill a book, are Christ’s be- 
loved poor. Buy your way to 
Heaven from them, by help- 
ing us serve them. For 
Christ has said the Kingdom 
of Heaven is theirs. 
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Your Charity 








We are not the only Ca- 
tholic workers in need. St. 
Catherine’s convent, in 
Charleston, S.C., recently 
suffered a great loss by fire. 
The good sisters need a new 
building for the novitiate; 
and money for many other 
purposes. They too work for 
the unfortunate, the sick, 
and the poor. Donations may 
be sent to Mother M. Teresa, 
O.S.P., St. Frances Convent, 
501 E. Chase St., Baltimore 2, 
Md. 

Fr. Carmelo Spitale, S.D. 
B., St. John Bosco’s Shrine, 
Cherrapunjee P.O., Assam, 
India, worn out with too 
much walking in his mission 
field, has been advised to get 
a light motorcycle. He prom- 
ises to share the merits of 
the missionary work with all 
those who help him to per- 
form his part in it. And; 

Fr. U. Bordin, S.D.B., Don 
Bosco’s School, Thingang- 
yun, Burma, is in desperate 
need of everything, especial- 
ly cash. He must build a 
school, a church, a rectory, 
an orphanage, and other 
structures. He 
blessing, and his wishes for 
a merry Christmas to all the 
readers of Restoration. 


SUBSCRIPTIONS 


Once a year we humbly 
beg our many friends for 
subscriptions 
Magazines. We need them 
for our Catholic Lending 
Library and for the training 
of our growing Staff. Also 
for distribution after use. 
Here are the names of the 
magazines we would like to 
get. INTEGRITY . . . THE 
SIGN . . . THE CATHOLIC 
WORLD CATHOLIC 
DIGEST ... WORSHIP... 
ST. ANTHONY’S MESSEN- 
GER ...AVE MARIA... 
SACRED HEART MESSEN- 
GER . AMERICA . 
COMMONWEAL .. . CROSS 
CURRENTS... JUBILEE .. 
AND ANY OTHERS OUR 
FRIENDS WISH TO GIVE 
US. THANK YOU! 














sends his] 


to Catholic } 


ADDRESSES 


of our 
Canadian branches: 


MADONNA HOUSE, 
COMBERMERE, 
ONTARIO, CANADA. 


MARIAN CENTRE, 
10528 - 98th STREET, 
EDMONTON, ALTA., 
CANADA. 


MARY HOUSE, 
WHITEHORSE, 
YUKON TERRITORY, 
CANADA. 
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WE NEED URGENTLY: 
TYPEWRITERS 
A FRIGIDAIRE 


AN ELECTRICAL URN 
For Hot Water— 
To Make Tea with— 
Like restaurants have 














Christmas 


Gift To God 











Far in the numbing cold 
of the Canadian Arctic, 
across huge mountains, and 
through dangerous snow- 
covered valleys, priests wend 
their way on dog sleds, not 
seeing human beings for 
many days and nights. 

Snow storms hurtle them- 
selves against their human 


../frailty. Weariness courts 


them ceaselessly. Loneliness 
matches their steps. Yet they 
go on, bound for some few 
tepees, or shacks, maybe 400 
or more miles away from 





their own tiny mission 
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churches which are, in them- 
selves, pin points of courage 
in an unrelenting wilderness. 

Love urges them on. Love 
of souls. In those shacks... 
those igloos .. . live Indians 
who hunt all year round and 
once, at stated and known 
intervals, gather to rest and 
enjoy the fruits of their 
labors. 

The priest missionary 
MUST get there to offer 
Mass ... to hear confessions 

. . to baptize ... to marry, 
and to administer Extreme 
Unction. But to offer Mass, 
the priest must have a Mass 
kit. As things are now, most 
missionaries possess but a 
few time-worn vessels, and 
some shabby vestments that 
even the loving and expert 
hands of distant nuns can- 
not mend anymore. 

Christ passionately desires 
to come in the Holy Sacrifice 
of the Mass to all His child- 
ren on earth, perhaps espec- 
ially to those who as_ yet 
know Him not too well, and 
who need Him so... those 
far to reach .. . those hard 
to get at in more ways than 
one. 

Who will give a gift to 
God .. . to help the priest to 
bring Him into the snowy 
wilderness where His Indian 
Children live? 

Who will give-a~ birthday 
gift to the new-born Babe of 
Bethlehem, through his mis- 
sionary priests of the Yukon 
Territory? 

A mass kit complete, costs 
ONE HUNDRED AND EIGH- 
TY-FIVE DOLLARS. It 
comes packed well and com- 
pactly in a sturdy box that 
will stand travelling by air, 
rail, car, plane, or DOG 
TEAM. 

Because the Yukon Terri- 
tory is located in Canada 
(near the Alaskan Border) 
ithe simplest way of making 
| this gift is to write the big- 
gest Church Goods Store of 
Canada— F. BAILLARGEON 
LTD., 51 West Notre Dame 
St., Montreal, P.Q., Canada, 
ATTENTION MR. PARENT. 
(He knows all about the need 
for these MASS KITS.) State 
wnat YOU ...;: @ 7O0 :.. 
wish to have a Mass Kit sent 
directly from that firm to 
HIS EXCELLENCY, BISHOP 
J. L. COUDERT, WHITE- 
HORSE, YUKON  TERRI- 
TORY, CANADA. 

His Excellency needs 
EIGHT SUCH KITS. Who 
will preesnt them to the 
Christ Child — through that 
good and holy Prelate? 











For a Novice 
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Precious Blood 
By Catherine 











The Lord 
bent 

gently 
toasoul.... 
and spanned 
infinity 

that 
separates 
Creator and 
creature .... 
with a smile. 


His voice 
was ardent, 
low: 

“Wilt thou 
love Me 
alone?” 

He asked 
as lovers 
do. 


The soul, 
young and shy, 
feeling 

the heat 
and light 
divine, 
whispered 
te. fw 
that only 
God 

could hear. 
It was 

so low 

yet tender 
sweet. 


And now 
He seemed 
to come 

so close 
that 

she 

could touch 
The Lord 





He asked 
again. 

s time 
there 
was 
a plea 
in the 
Lord’s voice. 


“Will 

you 

wear 

red, 

My love, 
for Me?” 
Will you 
receive 
from 

my own 
hands 

a flaming 
robe 

of red 
that will 
make you 
one 

with Me 
in ecstasy 
of Blood 
and Pain?” 


Again 

the soul, 

so young 
and shy, 
whispered 
her “Yes” 
for God alone 
to hear 

and know. 


She never 
knew 

how swift 

and passionate 
was His 
response. 


She found 
herself 

held 

in His Heart 
and then 


__She felt 


the lance, 

the nails .... 
and knew 

the wood to be 
her marriage 
bed! 


Cind blessed be he who 
gave the manger shape 
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